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Dear Odyssean: 


Since this magazine is available primarily by 
subscription, chances are that you who are reading 
this second issue are now members of the Fellowship 
of Odysseans. (If you bought this in a bookstore, 
may I point out that there is a considerable sa- 
vings to you while at the same time an increase in 
profit for us if you become a subscriber.) Assu- 
ming the likelihood is indeed the fact, I'd like to 
extend a welcome to what should prove to be a lot 
of years of fine, entertaining fiction. Your sup- 
port is greatly appreciated and the only way I can 
thank you enough is by attempting to present to you 
a continually high quality package. 

You can extend your aid further if you would 
be that kind by spreading the word that F&T exists. 
Word of mouth is powerful as well as inexpensive 
advertising. Get everyone you can to send fifty 
cents for the introductory copy, and after that 
they can decide for themselves. 

The inadequacies of issue number one have 
caused much ware and tear on the walls of the press 
shop and my head. There is bound to be even more 
stumbling around before everybody learns what 
they're doing, me especially. 

Originally this zine was conceived in much 
different format and about fifteen hundred copies 
of issue one were published as a looseleaf edition. 
A variety of circumstances have altered that con- 
ception: Bound copies qualify for the lower libra- 
ry postal rate. Bound copies are faster to produce 
in quantity with the proper apparatus now availa- 
ble. They're easier to store. And bound copies 
can be made available through bookstores. At first 
I'd planned to carry through six issues with the 
original format, for the sake of uniformity within 
the volume, but decided immediate improvements were 
more important. (Who needs uniform awfulness.) 
First issues of most anything are generally pretty 
poorly done, and all in all I believe -- along with 
most of the readers -- that F&T#1 was better than 
average from that perspective. Yet almost everyone 
who included a personal letter with their subs- 
cription offered valid suggestions for bettering 
the production, and a good many of those suggest- 
ions have been put to work in this issue. 

One final message: If anybody received or 
ever does receive an imperfect copy (blank or torn 
or missing pages, ink smears, shop dirties, that 
sort of thing) don't hesitate to return the maga- 
zine. I don't think that any bad copies have slip- 
ped by so far, but it does seem likely to eventual- 
ly happen. And as a collector of fantasy magazines 
myself, I know how irritating it is to be stuck 
with a poor copy. 

And now, hesitate no longer to turn the pages 
and see what awaits. You will enjoy: 


Yours, 


Amos Salmonson 





Occasionally, when I've gone several days without seeing one promising author in the flow of 


submissions, I begin to suspect there is no talent in the world. 
doldrums to find myself in the middle of a really excellent yarn. 


lowing always reinforce my patience and 


And then, sleepy eyed, I awake from 
Tales as well told as the one fol- 


strengthen my belief that those writers who appear in F&T 


today may well become the masters of the genre tomorrow--- 


‘Che Winged Demon 


GORDON LINZNER 


Rayun paused before entering the market of 
Kalimar, to brush his long reddish-brown hair away 
from his eyes. He wished he'd had a full blown 
beard as well, but at seventeen the best he could 
manage was a haphazard, scraggly stubble. A small 
pouch containing several gold pieces hung from his 
belt. He was smartly dressed, as befitted the son 
of a High Councillor, in tight mouse-colored 
breeches and free flowing, lime-green blouse. 

He smiled to himself, the proud, sure smile of 
youth, as his clear bronze eyes surveyed the 
square. The market place was filled with the usual 
crowd of ne'er-do-wells,. slumming nobles, and the 
handful of honest women who actually came to buy. 

In the corner nearest the city gates, a tra- 
veling conjurer gathered a small audience with a 
few simple tricks. He paused after each bit of le- 
gerdemain for small and scattered applause. A few 
gold coins were tossed, and he quickly collected 
them into a small pouch at his side before conti- 
nuing. 

His assistant, a bright young lad not much 
past his tenth year, watched the watchers. Men- 
tally noting which of them were most reluctant to 
pay for their entertainment, he worked his way into 
the crowd. While the conjurer caused silver can- 
dles to vanish, his assistant practiced the same 
trick on misers' purses. 

These sleight of hand diversions held no in- 
terest for Rayun. He was drawn instead to the 
weapons stall at the opposite side of the market 
place. 

The young man soon found himself studying a 
particularly dull and tarnished sword. Ordinarily, 
he'd never. have given it a second glance, but he 
examined it with renewed interest as the merchant 
recounted its long and bloody history, a history so 
stirring that the trader half believed his own 
lies. When, in a hushed whisper, he confined that 
the blade had once belonged to Jakor, mightiest 
warrior in the seven kingdoms, the young man could 
resist no longer. Rayun tucked the sword under his 
arm while he reached for his purse. 

Further along the walls of the city, two wo- 
men were engaged in bitter argument over a fine 
bolt of silk imported from far-off Arran. The silk 
merchant turned to first one, then the other, in a 
futile attempt to stop the fight, for each held an 


4 


end of the bolt so tightly they might tear it in 
half. He coaxed, he begged, he threatened, but the 
women ignored him. 

"By the seven kingdoms," swore the first 
woman, "I saw this material first. You nobles 
think you own all of Kalimar, as well as every- 
thing that comes into it!" 

"Slut! Kitchen wench!" spat the second. "You 
dare to speak to me so! Your. lewd body would dis- 
grace this delicate fabric! I'm accustomed to get- 
ting what I want!" With that, she pulled with all 
her strength, hoping to wrest the cloth from the 
commoner's grasp. 

"Take it, then," replied the first, suddenly 
loosing her grip. Unprepared for the unexpected 
action, the noble's wife made an awkward but use- 
less attempt to regain her balance. She fell back- 
wards, crashing into a crate of fruit at a neighbo- 
ring stall. Woman, crate, and overripe fruit col- 
lapsed in an embarrassing heap. Her dress, and the 
fabric, were soiled and ruined by the fruit and the 
dirt of the streets. She spat viciously at her 
opponent. Regaining her footing, she hurled the 
bolt at the commoner, missing her by inches, threa- 
tening vile tortures. Her face flushed with anger 
and shame as she pushed her way past the laughing 
crowd that had gathered to watch the fight. 

"Nobles," muttered the first woman, disdain- 
fully. "Too proud of her body to cover it with a 
proper noble's cloak, but let one of us infringe on 
her privileges..." 

She left the sentence unfinished. 
merchant did not reply. He wiped frantically at 
the filth and stains on his merchandise. The 
fruiterer at the next stall also examined his own 
damaged wares with dismay, and bent to the task of 
salvaging what he could. As_ he did so, he spied a 
movement out of the corner of his eye. He turned 
his head. 

The conjurer's audience had abandoned him for 
this greater entertainment, and with them came his 
assistant. Seeing such a tempting variety of fruit 
before him, and the crowd's attention drawn else- 
where, the boy was busying himself by stuffing his 
tunic with pomegranates, oranges, and the strange 
sour-sweet fruit of the Dwarf kingdom called 
kwalla. His tunic full, he grasped a handful of 
berries and, suddenly aware of the merchant's eyes 
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on him, broke into a run across’ the central square 


of the market place. 


"Thief!" cried the merchant, rising to his 
feet. "Stop! Somebody stop him!" 

"Oh, let him go, Rance,'’ commented a bystand- 
er. "You can easily afford the small loss." 


"It's the principle of the thing," replied 
Rance, wiping a sticky hand on his apron and brush- 
ing past the bystander. But the crowd was in a gay 
mood now, and sought further amusement by blocking 
the huge man's pursuit. They laughed and clapped 
at his efforts to push his way through, while the 
boy easily threaded his way past the outer fringes 
of the crowd to freedom. 

The laughter stopped abruptly as a dank chill 
seemed to fill the air. An intangible sense of 
evil touched each person in the market place, and 
each turned toward the source. Hesitantly, but 
unable to resist the impulse, the people of Kalimar 
raised their eyes upward to the highest parapet 
overlooking the market place. 

The creature that stood there could have been 
mistaken for aman, at first glance. It had two 
arms, two legs, a head .... but at the ends of its 
limbs, razor-sharp talons glistened with dried 
blood. Its eyes were tiny and deepest, taking in 
every detail of the square below. Its mouth formed 
a beak, more flexible than a bird's but just as ca- 
pable of rending its prey. The beak opened 
slightly to reveal several rows of deadly looking 
teeth. It hissed, a nearly soundless hiss that 
echoed in the now silent market place. 

Then the creature spread its wings. 

The throng held their places, frozen with 
shock and horrow, mesmerized by the sudden appear- 
ance of this monster. Even the fleeing conjurer's 
assistant stood silent and unmoving, the chase for- 
gotten. An orange dropped from his tunic to land 
on his foot, breaking the spell. He glanced around 
him, and realized he was the only person in the 
square away from everyone else, out in the open. 
He began running again. 

The demon dove for the boy with inhuman speed, 
his claws outstretched and grasping. Still the boy 
raced, trying to reach a narrow side street where 
the demon could not follow. People watched, an- 
xious and helpless. The race seemed to take place 
over an incredibly long period of time, though it 
lasted but a few seconds. For a _ brief moment, it 
looked as if the boy would escape. 

But the fruit stuffed in his tunic was dis- 
lodging itself, throwing him slightly off balance. 
A pomegranate bounced along the cobbled street be- 
hind him, then a pair of oranges. The boy pressed 


his arms tighter to his chest in an irrational 
attempt to hold onto his stolen goods. A Kwalla 
shot out in front of him, tripping him. As he fell 


forward, he loosened his tunic, allowing the fruit 
to spill out. Desperately he -scrambled to his 
feet. The demon reached down, grasping the tender 
body in its talons. The boy screamed in pain as 
the claws dug into his flesh. 

His death cry faded into the distant moun- 
tains, along with the demon. 

"Great Chaos,"" whispered the silk merchant, 
his damaged wares forgotten. "Now it strikes in 
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broad daylight!" 

"Must we now lock ourselves behind doors by 
day as well as by night?" protested a middle-aged 
noblewoman, drawing back the hood of her cloak. 

"When will the Council do something about 
this?" asked a pottery merchant, speaking to no one 
in particular. 

"Yes,'' responded a man in the crowd, "they're 
safe enough, idling in their chamber all day while 
citizens are murdered by demons in public places!" 

"Whose boy was that, anyway?" came . another 
voice. 

Rayun frowned as he fingered the hilt of 
Jakor's former sword, now his. Words, empty words, 
that was all the people of Kalimar were good for. 
Would any of them volunteer to destroy the demon in 
its mountain lair? Would one, just one, even bo- 
ther in petition the Council on the matter? Not 
that it would do any good, he thought bitterly. He 
himself had tried often enough to urge the Council 
to action, and even his favored position brought no 
results. 

Making a disgusted sound, the young man pushed 
his way through the crowd, abandoning the market 
place for the narrow winding streets beyond. Citi- 
zens who saw him approaching moved eagerly from his 
path. Small children were pulled from the streets 
by worried mothers. Not until he stood before the 
Council building did he realize why his path had 
been so clear. He still gripped the unsheathed 
blade in his hand. 

Thrusting his purchase into his belt, Rayun 
rapped loudly on the thick wooden door. "Who's 
there?" came a sleepy voice beyond, followed by a 
slow and cautious opening of that door. 

"Oh, it's you." 

Rayun helped push the door fully open and 
greeted the old soldier, Kakon. Kakon had served 
faithfully in the Kalimar guard before age robbed 
him of his ability to wield a sword to any effect, 
at which point he was retired to his present post. 
Not that the Council needed even that feeble pro- 
tection -- although they handled the bulk of petty, 
minor decisions, it was the nobles who ruled 
Kalimar. The nobles rejected or accepted the Coun- 
cil's actions as circumstances favored them. And 
the nobles kept the best of the mercenary warriors 
in their service. 

Glancing past Kakon's withered shoulder to the 
Council room proper, Rayun saw the chamber doors 
were closed. "What, a petitioner?" he asked. 

Kakon nodded. "Aye, and not two minutes ago. 
He came storming in here in a terrible rage, like 
all the black clouds of the eastern lands put to- 
gether." 

Rayun smiled. Finally, somebody else in this 
miserable city was showing a little backbone. 
I'll just listen in," he said, exchanging a mis- 
chievous glance with Kakon. He stealthily ap- 
proached the chamber doors and opened them a crack. 

The Council was in full session. All nine 
members were seated in their places along the outer 
edge of a semi-circular table. The center seat was 
occupied by the High Councillor, clad in the same 
crimson robes as his eight colleagues, but demons- 
trating his superior position by his very bearing. 


And, of 
nine. 


course, by serving as spokesman for all 

In the inner circle stood the petitioner, his 
back turned so that Rayun could not see his fea- 
tures. His arm was raised in an angry gesture as he 
spoke. 

"The failure of your city to provide adequate 
protection for its visitors has cost me a very va- 
luable assistant:" 

"You were told the risks when you first peti- 
tioned this Council for permission to perform in 
our market place," Replied the High Councillor. 

"You warned of demonic attacks by night. No- 
thing of daylight assaults was mentioned. I repeat 
my demand for retribution: Either provide me with 
a new assistant or his value in gold!" 

"Preferably gold, eh, conjurer?" answered the 
High Councillor, leaning forward. The petitioner 
turned his face in disgust, and Rayun recognized 
the magician from his quick survey of the market 
place. The High Councillor continued. 

"And what of the matter of his theft?" 

"A minor offense. A harmless child's prank." 

"Tt cost him his life, and will cost you your 
license to perform within the gates of Kalimar. 
We've thieve enough raoming our streets without 
your adding to the ranks." 

The conjurer turned livid with rage. He 
clenched his fist, shaking it threateningly in the 
High Councillor's face. He fought to spit out a 
curse, but anger choked off his voice. In dark si- 
lence he stamped out of the chamber, pushing his 
way past Rayun. 

Not bothering to follow the conjurer's tan- 
trum, the High Councillor addressed himself to his 
colleagues. "I think this is as good a time as any 
to convene for the day." 

The eight made various signs of agreement. 
With a great scraping of chairs, rustling of robes, 
and a frantic scuffling as one councillor attempted 
a quick retying of his sandals, they made their 
preparations. The High Councillor straightened the 
parchment notes before him, placing them carefully 
in his folio. Rayun walked boldly to hin. 

"T want words with you, father," he said. A 
few councillors looked up. Recognizing the young 
man, they continued to leave the chamber. 

"I knew you would," replied the High Council- 
lor, arranging the parchment within the folio. 

"Great Chaos, does it take a stranger to this 
city to formally protest the terrorizing of 
Kalimar? It puts our citizenry to shame:" 


He's coming!" Children raced 
gaily through the streets of Kalimar, announcing 
Jakor's approach. Rayun could hardly refrain from 
joining them, shouting the glad news at the top of 
his lungs. Instead, he held his post at Kalimar's 
gates, proudly seated on a gaudily decorated horse, 
waiting to guide the mighty hero to the Council 
chambers. 


“He's coming! 


The High Councillor finished his sifting and 
faced Rayun with a steady gaze. "He wasn't protes- 
ting demonic assaults, exactly. I think he was 
more concerned for the stolen gold in the boy's 
pocket than for the boy himself." 

"Still that's something. 
Council going to take action?" 

"What would you have us do? Send a letter of 
indignation to the demon, perhaps, or take on the 
creature ourselves. We are old men, Rayun. I am 
old. Bound as _ we are by the power of the nobles, 
we can only do so much.” 

Rayun gasped, exasperated. 
property claim. Lives are 
streets." 

The High Councillor sighed in resignation. 
"Very well, Rayun. As it happens, several of the 
richer nobles have agreed to finance a plan of 
mine. Let word of this go no farther than this 
chamber--I speak of it to you only because you are 
my son. This morning a runner was sent to Xanar, 
where the famed Jakor is said to be living now. It 
is hoped that he will accept our offer and come to 
Kalimar to slay the demon." 

"Jakor?" Rayun's jaw sagged in disbelief. 
Since he was old enough to hear of Jakor's ex- 
ploits, Rayun had worshipped the hero of countless 
daring tales. He gasped in awe at each telling of 
the time Jakor had cut out the still beating heart 
of the dragon of Cawar, and learned by rote each 
step of the adventurer's now legendary escape from 
the Valley of Serpents. 

"The fearless Jakor will take sword in hand to 
defend spineless Kalimar?" 

"For a fee, he should. Secrecy, now, I've 
sworn you to it. He might refuse, and we don't 
want to raise false hopes." 

Jakor! Rayun gripped the hilts of his newly 
purchased sword, suddenly remembering what made it 
so valuable to him. He fondled it with a strange 
sort of affinity for its former owner, Rayun's 
lifelong hero. His eyes glazed with hero worship, 
he danced out of the chamber, humming a cheap ta- 
vern song about Jakor's adventures with the man 
starved Amazon's of Borrell Isle. 

His father watched Rayun's joy with sad eyes. 
Rayun had not yet realized that all men, even great 
heroes like Jakor, must one day grow old and weak. 
And if Jakor did not accept the Council's offer, 
Kalimar would be flung into the dark times. 

Human sacrifices would be offered, to appease 
the demon. 


And when is your 


"This is no idle 
being lost in our 


In the watchtower overlooking the city gates, 
a member of the Kalimar guard held his arm straight 
out, fist clenched, thumb upraised. In answer to 
his signal, the heavy wooden portals began to swing 
open. A few excited, premature cheers were scat- 
tered among the throng of citizens waiting at the 
gates. When Jakor fimally rode into the square 
just beyond, the roars and shouts grew to deafening 
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proportions. 
Unfortunately, Jakor's appearance did not seem 
to justify the intensity of Kalimar's greeting. 


His clothing was grimy and dust-laden, with great 
splotches of dirt where he could very well have 
fallen. off of his horse. His week's growth of 
beard was stained with wine, as was the front of 
his tunic. More purple liquid dripped onto it as 


he raised a goatskin of the fermented juice to his 


lips. He swayed uneasily in his saddle, keeping in 
it only because his potbelly tended to weigh him 
down. His horse looked even worse, though it seem- 


ed barely possible. Great patches of spotted skin 
showed where its thin, auburn hair was missing. Its 
tail was uneven, and a great chunk of its mane 
knotted grotesquely. The animal staggered as if 
it, too, were under the influence. Actually, the 
poor beast was merely trying to cope with Jakor's 
large and constantly shifting bulk. 

Rayun urged his own mount toward Jakor, his 
faith in the hero excusing Jakor's rather unheroic 
appearance. The mighty warrior had halted his own 
horse, and was leaning back to pour more of the 
sweet, cooling liquid in his goatskin down his con- 
tinually thirsty throat. At the same time, he at- 
tempted to acknowledge the cheers of the crowd, and 
the complexities of trying to perform both tasks at 
once caused him to lose his balance. Rayun arrived 
at his side in time to brace Jakor with a strong, 
steady arm, thereby preventing an embarrassing 
spill to the cobbled paving of the square. 

"Thank you, m'boy," slurred Jakor, some how 
steadying himself in his saddle. "Could you p'r- 
haps direct me to your Council?" 

Rayun smiled. "That's what I'm here for. I 
practically begged my father for the honor of 
greeting you at our gates." 


"Oh?" 
again. 

They rode on silently through the twisting 
streets and alleys, partly because the cheers of 
the citizens made conversation difficult,but mostly 
because Rayun did not know what to say. What does 
a near-legendary hero talk about, anyway? Surely 
not the weather. 

"T, uh, I hope your journey was a pleasant 
one,” he began. 

Jakor waved blindly at the crowds lining the 
streets, amazed that so many people could live in 
such a small city. The illusion of vast multitudes 
was caused by his blurred vision, but he seemed 
unaware of that. Vaguely he heard Rayun's quest- 
ion, and when his wine-drugged mind finally inter- 
preted the words, he formed his reply. 

"Pleasant enough, considering the heat." 

A half dozen of Kalimar's most beautiful wo- 
men, nobles and commoners alike, waited at the 
steps of the Council building to greet Kalimar's 


Jakor replied, raising the goatskin 


There was a knock on the door as Jakor gobbled 
down the last tender morsel of his breakfast. "Who 


savior. Jakor studied their delightful forms as 
best he could, licking his lips at the sight of one 
particularly buxom sixteen year old. He leaned 
over to squeeze Rayun's arm  confidentially,to 
whisper a lewd quip, and almost tumbled from his 
horse again. Rayun used the accident as an excuse 
to help his hero dismount more gently. 

Within the chamber, the nine councillors joked 
and fidgeted nervously, none more than Rayun's 
father. True, Jakor had accepted the task, but was 
he still capable of it? If the expedition failed, 
the best the High Councillor could hope for was a 
loss of his position and prestige; at worse, he 
would lose his life. Even that seemed preferable 
to seeing innocent youths bound and helpless out- 
side the city walls, waiting to be torn apart by 
a demon's talons. 

Muffled shouts reached the councillors from 
the streets, informing them of Jakor's arrival. 
The High Councillor ceased playing with the strings 
of the two sacks of gold before him, summoning up 
all the dignity he could. 

The doors of the chamber flung open,and Jakor 
stood before the Council in all his drunken splen- 
dor. A loud belch echoed through the room. 

"Jakor is here!" the warrior shouted, lurching 
forward to support his considerable bulk against 
the Council table. "Where's the gold?" 

"Here." The High Councillor pointed at the 
two sacks before him, obviously straining to retain 
his poise. He could not keep the bitter dis- 
appointment out of his voice as he continued. ‘Two 
bags full, as agreed...after you slay the demon." 


"What?" roared Jakor, stifling another belch. 
The sight of the gold seemed to be clearing his 
mind. "You take Jakor for a fool? Suppose I slay 
your demon and you decide to withhold my payment. 
Jo, Councillor, I want my gold now:" 

The High Councillor stroked his chin softly, 
jeliberating. "Half now, and half on your return." 

Jakor considered the offer as he drained the 
last of the wine from his goatskin. Wiping his 
lips, he reached for one bag of gold. "Very well,” 
he agreed, "and room and board for the night." 

"Arrangements have been made." 

"Good, now that that's settled..." Jakor exa- 
mined the goatskin, holding it upside down. A few 
drops of wine trickled to the floor of the chamber. 
He tossed it to one side, empty. 

"T'l] not be needing that tonight," he ex- 
plained. "Not with a job to do." He reeled out of 
the Council chamber, the sack of gold tucked pre- 
ciously under his arm, to where Rayun was waiting 
to guide him to Kalimar's most comfortable inn. 

The High ‘Councillor held his head in his 
hands, softly sobbing, unable to maintain his image 
any longer. In turn, his fellow councillors patted 
his shoulder sympathetically and wondered who among 
them would be chosen to take his place. 


is it?" he mumbled as he chewed. 
"Rayun. May I come in, sir?" 


"Certainly, my boy. You're just in time." 
Rayun entered bearing a great bundle of clothing, 
precariously grasping a pair of finely oiled and 
polished boots. Jakor wiped his greasy lips on the 
bedsheet as Rayun placed his burden at the foot of 
the bed. Sobriety had improved the hero's appear- 
ance, but not by much. Or perhaps Rayun was shock- 
ed by the sudden realization that even the great 
Jakor sometimes sat around in his underwear. 

"T, uh, I didn't have enough hands to carry 
your sword, as well, but I assure you I was up half 
the night polishing it for you." Jakor nodded ab- 
sently, acknowledging Rayun's stammering. There 
was a long, awkward pause as the warrior examined 
his clothing. Suddenly, Rayun pulled his own sword 
from its sheath at his side, thrusting it beneath 
Jakor's nose. 

"This was once your sword, too!" he blurted 
out. 

"Really?" asked Jakor, unimpressed. He pushed 
the weapon from his face and bent down to examine 
his boots. 

"That's what the weapons merchant told me," 
replied Rayun, a little crest-fallen at Jakor's 
lack of response. 


"Merchants!" snorted Jakor. "They'll sell 
their own mother as a whore if it means more gold 
for their purses."" He looked up to see the bitter 
expression on Rayun's face, as the youth strove to 
hold back hot, shame-filled tears. 

"Hey, Rayun, I'm sorry," the warrior relented. 
"Look, if he said this sword belonged to me, I 
guess it must have. These weapons merchants have 
to know their business, you know. Dissatisfied 
customers don't often give them a chance to ex- 
plain." 

Rayun remained unconvinced, staring dully at 
what had only moments before been his proudest 
possession. Jakor gently pried loose the weapon 
from his hand, and began scrutinizing it. "Well, 
I'll be damned!" he exclaimed. "I thought this 
was in the deepest pits of Samarcek, rusting away. 
This is the blade I used to slay Ramon's man-mons- 
ter!" 

Rayun jerked his head up, his eyes brighten- 
ing for a moment. Then the light faded from them. 
"No, you're just saying that to make me feel bet- 
ter." 

"No, really," denied Jakor. "See these 
nicks? That's where it struck against the crea- 
ture's armor. This chip near the edge? That was 
caused by the steel-hard bones of the monster when 
I pierced its ribs." Carefully, Jakor justified 
each nick and dent of the weapon, hoping Rayun's 
knowledge of that battle was not too exact. It 
wasn't. By the time Jakor had finished, Rayun had 
memorized the story of every imperfection, and 
could hardly refrain from rushing out to the near- 
est tavern to describe them to his peers. 

However, he had more important tasks before 
him. While Jakor shaved, Rayun fetched buckets of 
hot, steaming water for the warrior's bath. 

Weeks of filth sloughed off Jakor as he re- 
laxed, feeling the warm water sooth his saddle-sore 
body. His bared chin still showed its youthful 
firmness, though the cheeks on either side were 


beginning to sag a bit. His greasy, unkempt hair 
took on a delightful sheen and texture under the 
influence of soap and water, and careful combing 
hid the growing bald spot. 

Jakor instructed Rayun in the proper use of a 
peculiar device he had adopted from the Isle of 
Borrell. It consisted of a strange sort of vest 
with straps that tightened around it, and it was 
worn about the waist, underneath one's tunic. 

Straps tightened, tunic in place, the effects 
of the unusual garment were truly marvelous. 
Jakor's formerly projecting stomach was now almost 


as flat and smooth as Rayun's. 

He had some trouble with tthe _ breeches. 
"You're sure these are the right size?" he asked 
Rayun. 


"It's the size you gave me," replied the young 
man. 

After a few minutes of groaning and squirming, 
he managed to get the garment on. "That's better,” 
he gasped, bending over to put on his boots. 

He didn't have to say a word. At the first 
sound of tearing cloth, Rayun was out the door to 
look for breeches in the next largest size. 

In less than an hour, Jakor resembled his le- 
gend. With a bold,swaggering stance, he drew his 
sword against a mirrored Jakor. Rayun watched ad- 
miringly, stunned by the miraculous transformation 
even though he knew every detail of it. Almost 
every deatil. Jakor had sent him to fetch the 
sword before he applied paint to hide some of his 
deeper wrinkles. 

His horse, too, exuded a new and vital perso- 
nality. At first, the Council had wanted to give 
him a fresh horse, but Jakor would have none of it. 
The beast had carried him from Xanar, and would 
carry him still further. Now, with its mane comb- 
ed out and its tail neatly trimmed, the animal gave 
evidence of the magnificent specimen it had once 
been. A thorough and careful brushing of the 
beast's coat did much to detract attention from its 
ugly missing patches. Its muscles were still firm 
and sturdy, if not as strong as_ they once were. 
In short, the horse bore its age with pride and 
dignity, which probably accounted for Jakor's fond- 
ness for the animal. 

The two made a truly impressive sight. The 
citizens who had applauded the drunken arrival of 
the day before now gasped in awe at the god-like 
carriage of their deliverer. He rode through the 
streets of Kalimar proudly, Rayun following on his 
own steed, laughing children following both hero 
and worshipper. Even the High Councillor, waiting 
at the city gates to give Jakor an official send- 
off, felt new hope rise within him. With a final 
gracious wave, Jakor left Kalimar. Rayun left with 
him, to guide the warrior part of the way. Several 
of the more foolhardly urchins accompanied them a 
short distance, but soon dropped back at their 
mother's insistence. 

After a few minutes riding, Jakor and Rayun 
came to the rough and little-used trail that led in 
the general direction of the mountains, and there- 
fore the demon's lair. 

"I thank you for your invaluable assistance," 
said Jakor, holding out his hand to Rayun. "I can 
handle things from here. You'd best go back now." 
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Rayun grinned widely. "And miss my chance to 
see Jakor in action? Not on your life. "T've got- 
ten permission from my father to go with you." 

Jakor dropped his hand. "Well, ah, it's 
really much too dangerous. You can make up some 
impressive details of my valiant but doomed strug- 
Stes sce 

"Doomed?" 

"If I fail to return, I'll be presumed dead, 
won't 1?" 

"Yes, but, but, why take on a mission sf 4c" 
doomed to failure? You surely don't intend riding 
to your death?" 

"What more fitting end for a warrior?" 

Rayun's confusion was clearly reflected in his 


eyes. "Look," he offered,"let me ride with you to 
the mountains. Perhaps together we can slay the 
demon." 


Jakor threw both arms up in exasperation. 
"All right, boy, I tried to preserve your fantasy. 
You want to ride into the mountains, go right 
ahead. I've got what I came for," he indicated the 
sack of gold strapped to his horse, “and I'm head- 
ing back to Xanar.”" 

Rayun reached out to grasp Jakor's arm with 
such force that they were both nearly unhorsed. 
"you...liar, you coward! Is this how you cut out 
a living dragon's heart, with falsehoods and fa- 
brications?" 

Jakor shook off Rayun's grip. "You think I 
enjoy my fraudulent pose any more than you?" he 


Jakor paused on the narrow ledge to catch his 
breath. "I'm not used to this any more," he gasp- 
ed, wiping the sweat from his forehead. "My neck 
is stiff from looking up." 

Rayun looked back at the aging warrior and de- 
cided to rest, himself. "You're positive this is 
the right mountain?" he asked. "I'd hate to have 
to go through this twice." 

"Maybe you saw shards of human bone littering 
the base of one of the other mountains, as well?" 

"Ne, hutsca. 

"Then leave it to an expert. Demons aren't 
that far-sighted. Oh, my shoulders ache:" Press- 
ing against the mountainside, Jakor reached up to 
massage his neck, and as far along his shoulder 
blades as possible. When the pain had lessened to 
the point of being merely excruciating, he signaled 
Rayun to move on. 

They inched along slowly, looking down only to 
check their footing, hoping that the ledge they 
traveled continued upward far enough. There were 
easily accessible handholds along the steep slope 
of the mountain, but a prolonged vertical climb 
would be suicidal. 

The demon rested in its lair, awaiting the 
cooler hours of late afternoon. It hated flying by 
day, the bright sun dried out its wings most uncom- 
fortably, but since those fools in Kalimar had ta- 
ken to staying indoors at night, its only other 
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snapped. "I'm too proud to beg, Rayun, and much 
too old. Twenty years ago, ten, maybe-even five, 
I'd gladly take on all one hundred and thirty mons- 
trosities of Aegon's Abyss for your miserable 
Kalimar. But now, I can't move as swiftly, my 
footing's not so sure. This is the only way I can 
survive. Damn it, boy, don't look at me like that: 
You've got to understand:" 

But there was no understanding in Rayun's 
eyes. Only hurt, and disappointment, and a sense 
of betrayal. And there was something else that 
Jakor saw as he stared into the bronze pools of the 
young man's eyes. There was a reflection of Jakor 
himself, at Rayun's age, full of life, confident of 
justice and right winning always. Jakor was be- 
traying Rayun, and it hurt because he liked the 
lad, but he could get over that. He was betraying 
the entire city of Kalimar, but that was a town 
filled mostly with petty little people possessing 
petty little minds. What bothered Jakor most was 
the realization, in that long, painful moment, that 
he was betraying himself as well. 

"To hell with it," he swore. "I leave my 
death on your conscience, Rayun." He spurred his 


horse onward, along the rough trail leading to the 
mountains. Rayun watched in silence until the 
meaning of Jakor's words finally pierced the cloud 
of despair in his mind. 

Jakor was going to battle the demon, after 


all! Rayun urged his steed to follow. 
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choice was starvation. It kicked idly at a small 
human skull. Barely three days' worth of meat on 
that one, and the demon had gulped down the last 
bit of flesh only that morning. 

A noise from outside his darkened cave at- 
tracted his attention. The sound was probably just 
a few rocks working loose, but the demon had 
nothing better to do. It decided to investigate. 
Creature crept to the opening of its cave, looking 
out at the wide ledge that furnished such a conve- 
nient drop-off point for its trash. A _ grotesque, 
inhuman smile curled its beakish lips as a human 


arm suddenly appeared at the edge of its craggy 
domain. For a change, dinner was coming to the de- 
mon. 


"Give me a hand now, will you?" ordered Jakor 
after Rayun had pulled himself over the lip of the 
ledge. The youth leaned over, hand extended. 


Jakor grasped firmly and heaved himself up with it, 
while Rayun pulled back both hand and hero. When 
Jakor felt that enough of his bulk was supported by 
the ledge, he let go of Rayun and carried his legs 
up under his own power. Sitting, puffing heavily 
from the exertion, Jakor brushed off his tunic. 
Rayun took the opportunity to study the view about 
them. He saw other mountinas in the distance, some 
higher, most lower than the one they were climbing. 
The sun was just beginning to dim behind a few 
clouds drifting from the west. It might rain to- 


morrow, Rayun thought. He turned to face the moun- 
tainside and, for the first time, saw the cave. 

"Chaos!" he whispered, startled. 
stood before the mouth of the cave, its wings half 
spread in a threatening posture. An almost inaudi- 
ble, gleeful hissing 
lips. The creature stood eight, maybe nine feet 
tall, with a full wingspan double that. Rayun had 
not realized it was so big. 

Jakor was still recovering from the 


sence. Rayun drew his 
creature warily, hoping to gain time for Jakor. 


The demon 


came from hideously grinning 


long 
climb, and was not yet aware of the creature's pre- 
sword and approached the 


both their lives were forfeit. 

The warrior moved his 
rately, focusing the demon's attention on the 
point, trying to distract it. He felt an updraft 
at his back as he gave way to the creature's ad- 
vance, and realized with horror he stood at the end 
of the ledge. 


sword slowly, delibe- 


Desperate, Jakor hacked at the demon's chest. 
The blade had no effect on the creature's steel- 
hard skin. The demon hissed in triumph as Jakor, 


unbalanced by the sudden recoil of his weapon, 
slipped beneath the demon's legs. 


The warrior hung fearfully, his head and chest 
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When Jakor did look up, he saw Rayun not five 
feet from the demon's deadly claws. The young man 
swung his blade like a novice. "No, you idiot!" he 
shouted, leaping forward while he drew his own 
sword. The demon slashed at Rayun but missed, 
startled by Jakor's cry. Instead of clawing Ra- 
yun's face, the back of its talons merely grazed 
the side of the youth's head, inflicting superfi- 
cial scratches. Even that slight blow landed with 
such force that Rayun smashed against the rocky 
wall of the cave mouth. He lay stunned. 

Damned fool! thought Jakor. ‘Together, they 
might have had a chance to confuse the demon. Now 
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tloating in empty space, held in place only by the 
weight of the rest of his body on the solid ledge. 
He could not raise his sword to even the simplest 
defensive position in this awkward pose. The demon 
spread its arms, preparing to sink those lethal 
talons into Jakor's flesh. 

Rayun shook his head, clearing 
his ears to the sounds of combat. His eyes focused 
on a scene that froze his heart with horror. The 
young man could not reach the demon in time, he 
knew. Jakor would be mortally wounded, if not 
dead, before Rayun could get to his feet again. 
With all the force he could will himself, he hurled 
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the ringing of 


his sword at the creature's back, point first. 

Had the blade struck its intended target, it 
would have glanced off harmlessly. But the demon, 
hearing Rayun's stirrings, turned to see if he 


posed a serious threat. The sword easily tore 
through the delicate membrane of the creature's 
right wing. 


The demon howled in rage and pain. It stared 
at the ruined wing, disbelieving, the helpless 
Jakor forgotten. It turned toward the now unarmed 
Rayun, hatred twisting its face. The youth slipped 
backwards into the darkness of the cave, hoping for 
a crevice, a smaller cave within, any place where 
the demon could not reach. As the demon tensed it- 
self for the chase, another spasm of agony ripped 
through its left wing. Jakor had recovered and, 
following Rayun's accidental example, struck at the 
creature's remaining vulnerable spot. 

The demon whipped around again to attack its 
new tormentor. Rayun recklessly dashed out of the 
cave, hoping to use a rock or even his bare hands 
to aid Jakor. Viciously, the demon lashed out at 
Jakor with flashing talons. The warrior dodged the 
blow easily. The creature's reactions were slow 
and clumsy due to its pain. Again the demon slash- 
ed, and Jakor was forced to duck low. He was now 
nearly on his hands and knees, still tightly grasp- 
ing his sword, hoping for an opening to pierce the 
demon's eye through to the brain. 

Rayun, racing forward, bent to grasp what 
looked like a loose rock. The stone was deeply im- 
bedded, though, and the youth stumbled, crashing 
against the demon's’ knees. The creature half- 
twisted to regain its balance, but pitched over 
Jakor's crouched form. Clawing frantically for the 
lip of the mountain ledge, the creature fell, un- 
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on its shredded wings. 
shallow thud which 


able to sustain itself 


There was no death cry, only a 
echoed briefly and died. 


Jakor peered over the edge at the tiny, bat- 
tered body at the base of the mountain. 
Beside the warrior, Rayun crouched, eyes 


straining as if searching for something besides the 
creature's corpse. 

"What's wrong, my friend?" Jakor asked softly. 
"Are you unused to the sight of death?" 

"My sword--your sword--it went over when I 
threw it at the demon," replied Rayun. 

Jakor wiped tattered, grayish membrane from 
his blade, and held the weapon out to Rayun. “Take 
this one," he said. 

Rayun looked at the sword, reached for 
then hesitated. "No, I--I couldn't." 

"You've earned it. I'm tired 
You can buy me a new blade with your 
gold. 

"My share? 
yours." 

"Call it a bribe. I need someone like you to 
remind me of my own ideals, now and then." 

The realization that Jakor had offered him an 
alliance dawned slowly, but as it did a wide grin 
split Rayun's face. He grasped the extended sword 
hilt with one hand, Jakor's outstretched palm with 
the other. "In that case, I accept," he said. 

"Good,"" replied Jakor. "Now let's see if we 
can get off this damned mountain by nightfall. 
It's getting cold up here, and I met a sweet little 
thing at the inn last night who's dying to find out 
if there's any life left in this old body." 
Jakor's eyes twinkled mischievously. "Maybe she's 
got a friend for you." 
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of it anyway. 
share of the 
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But you slew the demon. 


I used to capture flies to feed to my pet lizards, and usually I'd rip off one wing so that 


the fly could not escape the reptilian jaws. 
fly had seen me--- 


I shudder 


to think what might have happened if another 


NEVER KILL A FLY! 


E:C.Adams 


"Yes," he answered, "there is a reason why I 
keep all of the windows of my house closed, caulked 
and shuttered, even in the middle of summer. Since 
you, aS my guest, are uncomfortable because of my 
idiosyncrasy, you are entitled to know that rea- 
son." 

Roger Sarrazin, my host, rose from his leather 
chair and crossed the study to the liquor cabinet. 
The lamplight tinted his shock of snow white hair 
a pale gold. 

"But first, some brandy?" 

I nodded and watched with awed fascination the 
minute trembling of those hands that poured. I 
found it impossible to believe that this hoary spe- 
cimen was the same age as I, thirty-one years: Or 
so Stephen Marshall, my colleague, had told me when 
he arranged my one-night stay with Sarrazin during 
my drive up to Boston. 

He handed me the drink and returned to the 
chair that curled around him like a russet hand. 
"As I'm sure Stephen has told you, my family is a 
wealthy one, and I was educated in the very best 


prep schools and passed three years in your own 
University. My health then failed me and I was 
forced into my life of seclusion. But yes, the 
windows. 


"You are familiar with the old Phi Delta Sigma 
Fraternity house on Cannon Hill?" 


I nodded. The aged Victorian mansion domina- 
ted the crest of the hill overlooking the campus. 
"Tt's been condemned," I remarked, "the college 


will be tearing it down shortly to make way for a 
new dormitory." 

"Ah yes, expansion. Well, I pledged that 
house in my freshman year and became a member. I 
shared a room on the top floor with another brother 
named Hollis. Extraordinary fellow, one more se- 
mester and he'd've been a Phi Beta Kappa; captain 
of the tennis team too, damned quick. 

"Oh what a turmoil that room always was: 
Hollis and I were both Biology majors, and the room 
was piled to the ceiling with books, anatomical mo- 
dels, and a dozen assorted skeletons. 

"Hollis was a bit of a manic depressive. He'd 
work for two or three days then sleep for a day and 
a night and be ready to go at it again. Some of 
those times he worked he was downright unbearable, 
getting irritated with the least little noise when 
he was trying to concentrate. 

"One of those times was the night before he 
and I were to take our last final exams for the se- 
mester, mine in Organic Chemistry, and his in Ver- 
tebrate Anatomy. He'd been up for two days already 
and had every intention of pushing on until the 


exam was over. Fortunately the house was fairly 
quiet; most of the fellows had finished and gone. 
Hollis and I were alone on the top floor. 

"T recall it was damned hot that night, unsea- 
sonably so, and we had to open the windows. All 
the screens were in the attic, and neither of us 
had the time to go and find them. Hollis and I 
both sat up in our shorts. 

"At approximately three A.M., we were dis- 
turbed by a harsh buzzing, faint but extremely ir- 
ritating. Looking around, I saw two flies, or what 
appeared to be flies, darting and cavorting about 
the room, chasing each other. I say they looked 
like flies, but they were rather large and had an 
odd metallic purple hue about them. 

"I quipped that it must have been the mating 
season, but Hollis didn't laugh. With a venemous 
look in his eyes, he took two of the smaller books 
from the stack on his desk, one in each hand, and 
crept up behind the flies, which were hovering and 
circling about each other in the center of the 
room. 

"As I said, Hollis was a tennis champ, and as 
fast a wrist as I've ever seen, but not quite fast 
enough. He clapped the books together, smashing 
one of the flies, but its companion got away. An- 
grily it buzzed and darted at Hollis who swatted 
unsuccessfully at it with the books, and finally 
the beggar swooped through the casement and into 
the night. 

"We examined the dead fly, and though Hollis 
and I were both biology majors, neither of us had 
ever seen its like before. Besides its unusual 
size and color, we noted that it had only four legs 
as opposed to the usual six. Hollis put it ina 
matchbox remarking that he'd trade it to Dr. 
Dimling, his professor,for an A in the morning." 

Sarrazin opened a drawer in the table beside 
him and drew out a small glass specimen bottle 
which he handed to me. "This is the fly." 

I held the bottle up to the lamplight and 
gazed curiously at it for a moment. It was as he 
had described it; large, a deep purple, and four- 
legged. Particularly striking were its wings, more 
sharply angular than an ordinary insect, which pro- 
bably accounted for the harsh buzzing Sarrazin des- 
cribed. "I've never seen one like it," I said, 
handing it back to my host. 

"And pray that you never see another." He set 
it on the table in the circle of lamplight. As he 
continued his tale, I noticed that his eyes never 
left the bottle. 

"T decided then that I'd had it for the night. 
I'd reached the point where no more study could 
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have made any difference. I decided on a hot bath 


and bed. Grabbing a towel and soap, I told Hollis 
I was all in and was going down the hall to the 
tub. He remarked in jest that if I hadn't returned 


in an hour, he'd 


back to work. 

"I'd just shut off the water when I heard 
Hollis scream. But it wasn't the scream that 
frightened me; it was that god-awful buzzing, as if 
a giant buzz saw were chewing its way down the cor- 
ridor." 

His voice began to quake when he said these 
last words, and he took a sip of brandy with his 
hand trembling worse than before. Sarrazin leveled 
his gaze directly into mine. 

"Tl reached the door where I had to stop my 
ears with my hands the noise was so loud. Hollis 
was cavorting about the room, beating on his own 


consider me drowned, then went 


body which was covered with those horrible flies. 
Imagine if you can a human shape made of brilliant 
of a million 


colored insects, dancing to the sound 
humming wings: 
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"I swooned and clutched at the doorjamb as the 
ghastly figure which had one been my friend ceased 
his mad caporing and collapsed and lay squirming on 
the floor. It was an unbearable sight, yet I could 
not tear my eyes away until, as if by signal, the 
miniscule devils swarmed out the open windows. All 
that lay behind was an elongate mass of bloody pulp 
from which a few bare white bones protruded." 

I sat disbelieving though intrigued with the 
tale. Unlikely though the story was, I could see 
in this prematurely aged man's face that he truly 
believed his own words. 

He summed up his narration with these words, 
"Never since have I seen an insect the likes of 
those, and nowhere in the vast entomological libra- 
ry I've since collected have I found the vaguest 
allusion to their existance. In all likelihood I 
shall never see one again. But in my dreams, my 
friend, I still hear the roar of a million wings 
growing out of the distance, so you'll forgive me 
if on these warm eves I fail to crack the glass." 


~ 
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Amos/Bang. You got me. I'm enclosing twenty dollars for one of 
of those twenty four issue subs. Now you've got to make sure that 
"Fantasy & Terror" lasts that long. 

Looking back over volume 1 number 1: 

Mel Horman's story was amusing and reasonably well-written, 
Howsoever, that last column goes absolutely nowhere....fast. He 
brought the tale to its (inevitable?) conclusion much too quickly 
instead of playing the two characters as much as they seemed to 
demand. 

That phobia quiz caught me four times. 
and ergo- had me stumped. 

Speaking of becoming stumped: Josiah Kerr's "Youngin" really 
hit me where I live. To be totally cut off from intelligent com- 
munication: Whew! I may be basically a lone-wolf, but that's 
going too far. My congratulations to the author. 

As I don't read music, I'm going to have to find someone to 
play "Legendary Korm" for me. Is that your poem in this section? 
I'm glad you're not god. It'd be a pretty existence, all right, 
but boring as all get out. Maybe ye ought to add something about 
eternal variety. Cabbie's embellishments are perfect for this 
dream world (You've got it backward. My “editorial dew drops" as 
another loc called them were the embellishments and the dream world 
entirely Cabbie's creation --Amos). ‘Tis my hope that Korm shall 
prove to be a regular feature of "Fantasy & Terror". Sort of a. 
resting spot betwixt the tensions wrought by well-written fantasy 
and terror. 

"A Great Experience” by Patrick Lean was just exactly that. 
This grouped-prose is totally new to me. Some right fair results 
could come from the style. "Living" as I do surrounded by military 
types, I feel too well the truth contained herein. The ending 
would be a trip, but d'ye think the world's apathy could be altered 
by merely a bit more brutal genocide? Without success there, the 
song wouldn't have enough energy, and would fade too soon to truly 
do any good. I liked Cam Broze's pic of Mark. Looks as though 
he's both worshipping and becoming a personification of the music. 

I had myself a chuckle over the heading of thine own story. 
Sheesh....what ego. Yeah, I'm talking about headlining your own 
mame and sublimating the title. 

I can't recall ever coming across this particular reason for 
going on THE: QUEST. Therefore and thusly, ye receive two points 
for originality. Aren't I nice? The tale is fine reading, with 
just enough "Phantachronology" added. You were correct, I do like 
that word. 

Basically the story's well done. 
those transitions. Especially when you change from one character's 


Anthophobia, xeno- 
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However, ye've got to watch use this colomn as a forum, 


skull to another's. You're awfully fuzzy there. 

Thine own artwork needs a good deal of refinement, as I'm 
sure you're aware. The front cover and the night cat on page 
twenty-four are particularly "funky", to use your own word. 

That thing at the top of page thirty-three is supposed to be 
a diabolical pentagram? Unh-hunh. 


Flaggs, Flax, Flora & Freya --Etnu Carter-Sa, B-25, F.Pony, 09551 


Dear Amos/F&I seems to be a classier version of MOONBROTH, with 
slightly higher standards (re both production and fiction). 

I must say I was impressed with your first issue, and 
especially with Josiah Kerr's fine story “Youngin". Despite the 
fact that the ending was obvious and predictable, I still felt a 
chill at that last paragraph -- and few stories do that to me. 
Despite all the horrors one can imagine, man is still the most 
monstrous creature. 

As for the other 
enjoyable. There were 
thing seemed a bit too 
subtitles, as it helps 


material, your "Quest for Life" was fairly 
one or two choppy parts, tho, and the whole 
episodic. I liked the "In which" chapter 
give an epic flavor to the thing. 

"A Nice Place to Visit" was a nice change of pace, and 
fortunately it was not overdone. It was just the right length. 
Longer, it would've become tedious; shorter, trivial. I hope F&? 
will visit this "nice place" again, but not too often; I would 
hate to destroy its strangeness with familiarity. 

"Ray" was, I'm sorry to say, a typical fan fiction piece. 
Underdeveloped and rather inconsequential in plot. Still, it was 
pretty good fan fiction, and I might've run it myself in 
SPACE AND TIME. 

The Phobia quiz, as a quiz, failed to evoke my interest. 
But, as a possible source of story ideas--- 

"A Great Experience" wasn't. 

I'll be looking forward to FANTASY & TERROR #2. 


--Gordon Linzner, 83-10 118 St. Apt. 4-M, Kew Gardens, N.Y. 11415 


(The mail keeps flooding in, but it all looks pretty much like the 
above. At present I'm not certain I really want to run a regular 
letter colomn, cuz the folk who hate F&? apparently don't write 
letters, and flattery makes for dull reading. Do keep writing, 
though, as your oppinions will be passed along the authors and 
artists commented on. RAP SZSSION will probably be reduced to an 
occassional feature, run whenever I recieve a few letters of 
particular interest to everybody. If a good many readers want to 
then it may remain a regular feature; 

a place for guest editorials. We'll all just have to wait and see. 
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The MOUNTAIN WITCH'S DYING CURSE — Josian Kerr 
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From the hills above a midwestern town 
there rose a mocking laughter 

that brought the night time tumbling down 
and shook the township's rafters. 


That laughing mountain-witch was ill] 

her curse was feebly spoken 

She told the darkness, ''Do as you will!'! 
as her grasp on life was broken. 


The sky grew dark as a devil's soul 

no star, no moon, nor faintest light 
It hovered like a gaping hole 

whose depths defied the keanest sight. 


In darkness clapped the sound of wings 
large as a ship's mainsails 

What gifts do razored talons bring 

and drop in wing-stirred gales? 


Morning came and the sun appeared 
but its warmth had been enclosed 

The townfolk woke to face their fear 
all wrapped in winter clothes. 


——— 





In the street their lay a chest 
as though dropped from the sky 
engraved with strange forbidding crest 
upon a lid they feared to pry. 


They all recalled that day they forced 
a witch into exile, 

how as she took the mountain course 
she wore a wicked smile. 


They guessed the mountain-witch had sent 
a curse within the box 

from which escaped a charnal scent 
through the key holes of the locks, 


‘The sheriff took the ebon case 


to lock it in the jail house 
and though its sight he feared to face 
his curiosity was aroused. 


But knowing well Pandora's deed 

that box remained forever sealed 

All feared what plagues there might be freed 
or famons set upon the fields. 


And that might well have been the only curse; 
curiosity unfilled! 

Each longing to see, but fearing the worst, 
that town guards that box still. 
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The witch, known as Nor, whom some falsely believed never died, never did succeed in mending 
her ego after the Rymshurese prince put her in her place. She became an obsessive eater after the loss 
of her powers and grew fat, always with greasy lips and fingers.. She married a little man who remind- 
ed her somewhat of that ill remembered wanderer and henpecked him for the rest of his life, which was 
not lengthy. To you that may seem humurous, but to all involved it was not. 

More serious matters are continuing elsewhere, however, as Artonal continue his way through 
these phantachronicals on his tireless quest for life--- 


Ladamtur’s 


CH 
of Life 


CHAPTER ONE 


In which dreams are dreant a-plenty 
by profits, peasants, and wanderers 


far from home. 


THE COMING OF THE CURSED ONE 


Czar Ladamir XXVI mocked the long bearded old 
man who knelt before the throne. "You are an idiot 
profit, old Lasat. If your powers be so mighty, 
tell me where next the Vinites attack. Tell me of 
our great victory of the coming moon:" 

Lasat bent his head lower and lower until it 
seemed it would rest upon the floor, feigning and 
exaggerating respect. He spoke from that awkward 
position, "I cannot control my dreams, O glorious 
Czar. But they have always proven windows into the 
future. You yourself have seen them come to pass." 

"Pah! Your dreams are impossible riddles to 
solve. Not once have they aided me in a single 
victory." Ladamir, a-glitter with precious jewels 
from the top of his royal turban to the tips of his 
painted toes, looked not at the aged profit upon 
the floor but at the polished metals and gaudy mul- 
ticolored stones that adorned his short, stubby 
fingers. Those rings were so-deeply set into the 


fat of each finger that they had become perm ent 


additions to his hands. 

"'Tis the trouble with prophesy, worthy Cvar, 
that a thing known for a fact cannot be avoided, 
nor changed, nor altered. To know the future with 
great certainty would be less a tool than to guess 
at the hidden meaning of a parable." 

The Czar spread his pudgy fingers and looked 
through them at the half prone seer and demanded, 
"Tell me then, old man, what is this most recent 
dream of yours? And take care that it is not a 
waste of my time. I should even now be in confer- 
ence with my generals." 

"A waste of time it is not," Lasat assured the 
ruler. At long last, Lasat raised his head from 
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the floor to gaze up with faded grey eyes at the 
Czar. The profit's pallid face was a maze of lines 
and crevices, framed in long snowy hair. His robe 
was common peasant garb, though with unusually wide 
-belled sleeves, and more immaculately white than 
any peasant's dress would be. Still with knees 
planted upon the tiles, his beard dusted the floor 
though he had raised his head high. "This dream I 
believe to be a warning for your very life, noble 
Czar." 

The Czar jerked his turbaned head back, his 
chin vanishing into folds of fat. The well fed 
Czar was like an egg upon the throne. A fat egg, 
Lasat secretly thought, ready to fall and break. 
His stubby fingers worried at the emeralds and ru- 
bies upon them. "Speak then. And be this another 
undecipherable dream, it may well be your lsat 

"I know my own doom, sire," the profit said, 
dismissing the threat, "and it is not of your hand, 
though gruesome nonetheless." Lasat's eyes peeled 
back in fearful knowing. 

"'Tis not your hide you're supposed to prophe- 
size to safety. 'Tis mine!" 

Lasat took the liberty of standing, his bony 
knees sore from kneeling. He took the stance which 
had become customary for these mystic dealings; 
arms raised to the sides so the sleeves hung down 
like wings, his spotted, vein-mapped hands held 
palms up and open. He bent his’ head back and 
closed his eyes to conjure up those images within 
him, and he spoke in an unnaturally deep voice with 
lips barely moving. 

"There came from a distant and mighty kingdom 
a lone wanderer in search of the dark secrets of 


life," the profit began. "He was in truth a child 
in years, but for the world to see, he was a man. 
In my visions, I saw this young adventurer symbo- 
lized as the bud of a rose which withered and died 
before fully opening. He knows not the fear of foe 
for all his fear is drained into a phobia of seni- 
lity. I saw him amidst the warriors of Vin. His 
possessions were a shaft of light and a deadly ser- 
pent. In the serpent's eyes I saw the reflection 
of a worthy, noble Czar with bulging eyes and swol- 
len, purple cheeks." 

Lasat's arms fell limp to his side, he tee- 
tered, his sweaty head lolled, his breath drew slow 
and deep. 

"Be that all?" the Czar asked, now nervously 
fondling the crystalline pendant hanging from his 
thick, fatty neck. 

"'Tis not enough?" Lasat's tired voice return- 
ed. 

"'Tis plenty! Tell me the meaning of the 
rose, the shaft of light, and the serpent." 

"Your own guesses are always more knowledgable 
than mine," Lasat said, counterfeiting flattery. 

Ladamir pondered momentarily. "The rose is 
simple. By your own word he is an aging lad doomed 
to early death, for which reason he seeks to pro- 
long his life. But the shaft of light, hmm. You 
think this lad be this fanciful Avenging Archer 
that the peasants have dreamt of as a savior?" 

Lasat shrugged noncommittally. "Not only pro- 
fits have dreams which come to pass. Many are the 
peasants who claim to have envisioned an archer of 
wondrous ability who will point this ravaged nation 
upon the road to peace and prosperity." 

Czar Ladamir scowled at this frankness, then 
said, "But 'tis this serpent you say holds my per- 
sonal harm. Too many know of my fear of the 
adder, which took my father's life. It may be that 
your dream suggests my father's death shall be my 
own." 

Lasat dared a pun, "A fitting punishment, you 
think?" 

"Silence, if you value your tongue: You were 
my father's soothsayer, too. If you are so wise, 
why did you not warn him of conspiracy against his 
life?" 

"But I did. He scoffed me when I told hima 
voice came to me in my sleep saying, ‘Death feeds 
at your knee and your assassin is he who lies 
nearest your heart:" 

"'Tis possible, old Lasat," the Czar suggest- 
ed, raising a wrist which jangled with gold and 
silver bracelets, "that you know more than is 
healthy." 

The old profit, living a facade, bowed in res- 
pect, though his face -- lowered from the Czar's 
view -- wore a wry smile. "Twas but a dream. Per- 
haps I mistook the meaning. Besides, who aml, 
with lusts of my own, to find fault with the me- 
thods by which men attain power?" 

Czar Ladamir XXVI scowled after the departing 
old profit, viciously twisting the sapphire ring 
upon his smallest finger. 


* 


A small, bearded man lay asleep upon the mass- 
ive spine of a huge grathorse. Grathorses, automa- 
tons that they are, never need rest from their 
pace. A rider who beds upon one of these rare 
steeds can cover amazing distances in short order, 
though the breed may seem slow of motion at a 
glance. 

In his dream, the rider heard the voice of his 
great-great-great uncle, a powerful wizard, speak: 
"Hark, Artonal, my royal kin!" 

"Hark, my thrice great uncle. ‘Tis merry to 
hear your voice, though it be just a dream." 

The voice offered a quiet chuckle. "I have 
thought to remind you that you are never truly a- 
lone. You will doubtlessly feel forsaken in the 
dangerous days that are near you." 

Artonal was jostled upon the grathorse's back, 
but the stirrups crossed over his chest held him 
loosely in place. His closed eyes danced, in 
search of a dream vision of a wizard over three 
hundred years old in scarlet robe. He saw nothing. 

Said the wizard, "You are entering the final 
stronghold of civilization, if civil it can be 
called. Before you lay two opposed and warring na- 
tions. In the more cruel of the two lands lives a 
soothsayer whom once I knew and did not like. I 
have reason to believe he could aid you in your 
quest for life, though little reason to believe he 
will unless it somehow serves his own selfish 
goals." 

The voice had trailed off and faded. Artonal 
sat up abruptly and asked aloud, "Which is the more 
cruel nation?" He almost asked for the name of the 
soothsayer, but realized the dream had ended. 


* 


Two dozen soldiers, clad in muddy green uni- 
forms which blended with the foliage, slid down 
ropes dropped from the tree tops like spider$ down 
their silken threads. Additional soldiers bobbed 
up from crouched hiding places amidst the under- 
growth. They found positions on every side of the 
lone rider with bows tightly drawn. 

Artonal saw that it would be suicide to reach 
for his longbow, which was unstrung anyway. He 
calmly touched the highly trained grathorse on the 
one point upon her neck which would cause her to 
cease walking. The steed froze at the unnoticeable 
command. 

"Ho!" Artonal laughed. "Does it 
tire army to rob one weary traveler?" 

The captain of the troupe stepped from the 
bushes onto the path and stood patting and inspect- 
ing the massive grathorse. 

"Few men," he said in answer, “dare this road 
by broad of day. 'Tis growing dark and naught but 
a spy would venture into this realm by night." 

"Again, ho! Forsooth a man as small as myself 
could be a crafty and evasive spy. But the advan- 
tage is lost upon this monster mount"! 

"Aye," the captain nodded, his attention still 
on the mare. His small eyes and puckered lips re- 
vealed a lust to own the steed. "You may dismount. 
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take an en- 


Consider this wondrous beast confiscated for the 
sake of the Republic." He grinned through yellowed 
teeth and patted the muscular, dusky grathorse af- 
fectionately. 

Artonal returned the grin as he slid from the 
leather mat, down the grathorse's side as a child 
down a sliding board. Upon seeing the tiny size of 
the man standing, the soldiers relieved their ti- 
ring arms of some of the bow pressure. 

The captain proudly took up residence on the 
back of the freshly stolen steed. Only the gentle 
touch of a trained rider could steer and command 
the animal. There were no reins and the captain 
was at a loss as_ to how to operate his transport. 
He sank his heels into the mare's ribs and command- 
ed her forth with raucous tone. 

She flinched only slightly, surprised by the 
booting, but remained poised as a statue, oblivious 
to the verbal order. 

He kicked her harder and the steed gave a dis- 
pleased snort and peeled a questioning eye back to 
see where Artonal stood with a wry expression. The 
captain climbed down, took the steed's muzzle, and 
tugged. 

At his command, three soldiers lay down their 
bows and neared the grathorse. One pushed her from 
either side while the third leaned his back up a- 
gainst her rump and heaved. Her only movement was 
that of lifting one leg and catapulting the soldier 
under her tail into some briars a distance away. 
He was fortunate to suffer no more than the laugh- 
ter of his comrades, for had he not been leaning 
directly upon the leg, the hoof would have shatter- 
ed every bone it contacted. 

"While you're at it," suggested Artonal, 
"mightn't you move a few of these trees as well?" 

The captain stormed at the little man, “Re- 
lease whatever devil's hold you have upon this 
beast else I'll have my bowmen use her for target- 
ing?" 

"My hold upon my steed is of kindness and 
training, not deviltry. Would you slay her for 
this? That much meat lying dead upon the road 
might pose a problem to movement of artillery. 
Flies would bring disease to your forces." 

The captain saw the truth in all these argu- 
ments. He stroked the steed's neck softly and 
said, "I could not harm so stately a creature at 
any rate." 

He took notice of the quiver strapped to the 
grathorse's side. With stern lip, he removed an 
arrow to inspect the design, grain and feather, 
none of which were familiar. : 

"What sort of arrow be this?" the captain que- 
ried. : 

"The best in all the known world; a Rymshurese 
shaft fashioned by my own hand." He saw no need to 
explain further the fact that once Rymshure had 
been a powerful warring nation, now at peace, and 
though the armies fought hand to hand with swords 
of the finest bronze, the elite fought from safe 
distances with longbows and arrows. Artonal had 
been one of the elite and, though peaceful times 
did not make it necessary, it was traditional that 
kings and sons of kings should become accomplished 
archers. Artonal, with an inbred love of the bow, 
was more than merely accomplished. 
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The captain looked at once pleased and dis- 
pleased. "Where lies this Rymshure? I fear a na- 
tion with such weapons might be a danger to the Re- 
public of Vin." 

"Rymshure is a peaceful nation on the Western 
edge of the continent," Artonal assured and answer- 
ed. "It takes greater skill and a better weapon to 
shoot a table sparrow in dancing flight than to 
render a man." 

The captain nodded to that fact, then seemed 
to lose interest in Artonal, the grathorse and the 


climb back into the trees, drawing their ropes up 
after. 

"It grows late," 
turning back to Artonal. 


the captain said, finally 
"Mount your fine steed. 
You must meet my superior officer. If you own the 
skill that should go with so fine a longbow, you 
shall be of great value to our army." 

Protested Artonal, "I am no soldier." 

"All citizens of Vin be soldiers." 

"I am no citizen." 


"All occupants be either citizens or spies." 


arrows for a moment. He signaled to his men and With those his only choices, Artonal decided 
the soldiers ended their threatening stance to for the time being to be a soldier. 
CHAPTER TWO 


Wherein ts chronicled a fact from which 
folk legends have sprouted. 


SKILL OF ARTONAL 


It was no use refusing induction, for the al- 
ternatives were being imprisoned for evasion or 
beheaded as a spy. Artonal intended to desert at 
the first opportune moment, but in the meanwhile he 
could seek the soothsayer whose name and residence 
were as yet unknown. 

The Vinite army camp was a disorderly group of 
poorly pitched lean-to tents with an even sloppier 
group of men milling about them. From what he ga- 
thered, the camp was pretty much representative of 
Vin's forces. It was easily the worst group of 
would-be soldiers Artonal had ever seen. Their 
pale green uniforms could at least have been more 
carefully distributed. Tall men's ankles were bare 
while shorter men had to roll and roll their cuffs. 
Large men couldn't button their shirts but thinner 
men wore dungarees and shirts which fluttered in 
the wind. 

Artonal had never worn pants, which in his 
country were considered uncouth and barbarous. 
Fortunately, they had no spare uniforms nor hope of 
soon receiving any. So Artonal was allowed to con- 
tinue wearing his short tunic, cinched at the waist 
with his wizard's sash. 

The sergeant, at present the senior officer, 
was a respectably large man with square shoulders, 
the same short shaggy brown hair which was common 
of men in Northern countries, and he carried him- 
self with more pompous dignity than his post re- 
quired. 

It was noon of the day following Artonal's ab- 
duction and induction when the sergeant found time 
to inspect the new recruit. He looked downward at 


the little bearded man with amusement. "This be a 
bowman? He looks to be little more than an 
arrow:" ; 


The men in ear shot gathered around, laughing 
at the joke. 

The sergeant removed the bow slung across his 
shoulder and tossed it toward Artonal who easily 
caught it, though it was not thrown gently. 

"Tet us see you hit yonder target at these 


twenty paces, if such skill is in you." 


This time it was Artonal who chuckled. He 
felt the comedy would soon be on his terms. "You 
call this a bow? I call it a sling shot:" He 


tossed it into the dust and turned toward his 
steed, there to retrieve his own powerful longbow. 

Perturbed, the sergeant plucked his bow -- 
which he knew to be a fine one -- from the dust and 
brushed it off. He drew an arrow, notched it, and 
shot it toward a tree whereon hung the target. 
Bulls-eye. "This sling shot, as you call it,is 
the best bow among us:" he proclaimed. 

"This I doubt not. But it's still a sling 
shot," Artonal persisted soberly., He put the long- 
bow, as tall as himself, to his foot and pulled the 
gut into place without effort. He added, "And your 
arrows are scarcely better than fern stems." 

The spectators grumbled over these insults and 
could not admit any humor to the jibes, for fear 
that the building rage of the sergeant might spill 
over on then. 

Artonal took pleasured notice of the superior 
officer's reddened face. 

"There is no sport in feathering a target at 
twenty paces. What say you to piercing the sun?” 

"Pierce the sun!" A little of the sergeant's 
humor returned. He looked to his men to recite; 
"Tt seems this little man is having sport with us!" 
Who would cover a bet that he cannot even draw back 
the gut of that powerful and admittedly superior 
foreign longbow?" 

Before anyone could offer to take such a bet, 
Artonal drew his longbow to the full length of his 
unusually lengthy arrow, arching his back to aim 
for the high noon sun. His taught muscles did not 
seem to notice the tension they held back and he 
spoke with unstrained voice. 

"One of our arrows shall pierce the sun," in- 
sisted Artonal in a completely serious tone, the 
tightened muscles of his arms as unquivering as 
carved stone. "Draw your bow!" 

The sergeant passed a chiding look over his 
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ranks. "Very well, I shall see your joke through 
before I have you packed off to the stockade for 
insubordination." He drew his bow and aimed the 
notched arrow, squinting into the brightness of the 
sun. 


What followed was to be preserved in fable and 
told from generation to generation in the Republic 
of Vin. Told without exaggeration, exactly as it 
happened. When the last eye witness died of old 
age, there would be none left to truly believe it 
had occurred exactly this way, and even the sol- 
diers who were there would die wondering if their 
memory had played a trick on them. 

The sergeant let his arrow fly. An instant 
later -- it seemed the exact same moment to most 
who watched -- Artonal's arrow was released. Both 
had vanished into the sun's glare. All eyes watch- 
ed carefully for the shafts, in fear of one coming 
down upon their heads. Those arrows seemed to be 
gone longer than was natural until finally they 
were seen falling out of the sun into view. 

Both arrows fell together amidst the soldier's 
feet. The sergeaft picked them up and whispered 
with ashen lips, "'Tis impossible!" 

"'Tis possible," Artonal assured his eyes. 
"But only because your bows and arrows are pitiful- 
ly outmatched by strength, design, speed, accuracy 
and artisan of the wielder." 

The sergeant gaped disbelievingly at the shaft 
he held in his hand. It was the same arrow he 
himself had fired moments before, and stuck midway 
along its shaft was Artonal's longer, thinner ar- 
row; pierced clear through, forming an X. 

At last the sergeant elated, "Devils, but I've 


found the prince of archers!" 


* 


The ensuing days filled Artonal's eyes and 
ears with much information, but it was no short 
spell before he found answers to the two problems 
posed by the wizard who visited him in a dream. 
Who was the soothsayer? Which was the more cruel 
nation, in which that seer presumably lived? 

In the village near the Army encampment, Arto- 
nal heard a popular rhyme -- thought to be written 
by a historian in the enemy nation who for obvious 
reasons remained anonymous --- which offered some 
light on what Vinites thought Ladamir's Land was 
like. Called "A Short History of the Ladamir 
Tsizaris", the rhyme went thus: 

Ladamir the first was cruel, the second was a 
fool. Ladamir the third was vain, the fourth 
afraid of pain. The fifth Ladamir was sickly and 
number six took his place quickly. Ladamir seven 
was greedy and like the eighth he taxed the needy. 
Ladamir nine was dead after ten mashed in his head. 
Ladamir the eleventh was a fiend. Twelve was as 
bad before he was weaned. Thirteen was never seen 
out by day and fourteen slept his whole life away. 
Fifteen enjoyed strangling goats. 
Sixteen wore a peasant skin coat. Ladamir seven- 
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teen was out of his mind. Eighteen hated all that 
was pretty or kind. Ladamir nineteen killed his 
wife. Ladamir twenty took his own life. Twenty- 
one died in an odd circumstance, with Twenty-two's 
sword rammed up his pants, Twenty-three in turn 
killed Two with a lance, and Twenty-four died in a 
self induced trance. By serpent twenty-five was 
bitten. And of fat Twenty-six? Well he_ still 
lives so nothing is written. 

‘the blackly humurous rhyme which found such 
popularity among the citizenry could scarcely be 
used to measure the cruelty of one nation versus 
the other. On the surface Vin seemed reasonably 
prosperous, but the contentment was that of sheep 
and there was a pitiful lack of individuality in 
the country. The government cultured a radical pa- 
triotism that rendered all men anxious to march 
ill-prepared into battle. 

After centuries of this ceaseless feud, peace 
had at last become a possibility, though the Vin 
government was taking steps to _ see that the war 
which had become a tradition would never end. 
Vin's economy was delicately balanced upon the peak 
of war, and peace would plunge the nation into eco- 
nomic despair. 

The continuation of the war hinged upon the 
life of one man; Ladamir the Twenty-sixth. With no 
heir, there would be no new Ladamir upon wh@m the 
Vinites could direct their loathing. 

While hatred for the Czar Ladamir was great, 
the people of Vin were frighteningly apathetic to- 
ward the gross percentage of maimed war victims 
which were an every day part of their lives. Their 
propaganda-fed hatred seemed the only emotion the 
Vinites could muster. 

At a single glance in the nearby village, Ar- 
tonal saw men with eye patches on their right or 
left eye, and another with both eyes sewn shut 
waving a staff ahead of each foot step. There were 
children with healed stumps instead of arms. A 
single legged man swung swiftly by on crutches. 
There were shapely women with faces burnt and scar- 
red. These were the sort of things the Vinites 
seemed not to notice. 

He watched a moment as a legless child was 
carted across the street on a little wagon drawn by 
a haltered goat. Then the prince of archers ducked 
into the home of a magician. He was not expected. 

"Greetings!" welcomed the magician, a tall 
narrow man with straight nose and young features. 
"You must be that great bowman from the nearby army 
camp. None other fits the description; a boy sized 
man with black beard." The magician was clad in 
royal purple garb adorned with moon, star, comet 
and sun symbols stenciled in a clashing green. 
"What brings you to my humble abode?" 

"TI have queried as to the whereabouts of a 
soothsayer and find you to be the closest thing," 
Artonal explained. "Some say you are a skilled 
magician.” 

The magician beamed at that suggestion and at- 
tempted to show Artonal what a great magician he 
truly was. He raised his arms and from his hand 
sprung a dove which fluttered to the back of a 
chair, cooed, and relieved itself upon the floor. 
Artonal tried not to notice the feather in the ma- 
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gician's sleeve. 

"A clever feat," lied Artonal, bowing slight- 
ly. 

. At that slight encouragement, the magician ma- 
terialized a large bouquet of wilted flowers, ob- 
viously plucked from the seam of his robe. Ah, 
well, thought Artonal; this magician is still 
young. He might yet learn some wizardly before he 
dies. 

"I applaud you," Artonal flattered and, before 
the magician could do another encore, added, "But 
"tis not magic I seek, but a profit known to a wi- 
zard in distant Rymshure.” 

"A wizard!" The magician pondered that, wish- 
ing he were a wizard. A profit? Aye, he knew of 


a profit. "I know him well!" said the magician as 
a conclusion to his racing thoughts. 

"The wizard?" Artonal asked, dubious. 

"Nay, nay. The profit. A soothsayer. An 
evil man, he. This seer had been aid to Czar Lada- 
mir the twenty-fifth and now serves Ladamir the 
twenty-sixth. Two generations, aiding that foul 
country in their attempt to exterminate we Vi- 
nites!" The magician spoke with the same blind 
convictions of everybody in this nation of sheep. 

"So: He dwells not in Vin but Ladamir's 
Land:" 

"A wicked nation, that," the magician said. 

The magician made haste toward a large hard- 
wood chest and lifted the lid. He gazed affection- 
ately at the paraphernalia within; gadgets with 
which he performed his mediocre legerdemain. As he 
scrounged through the junk, he stated sourly, "This 
village's doddering old governor says I am a jester 
not a wizard. He mocks me, saying his own baby 
granddaughter is a more clever trickster than I. 
But he knows not of my globe! My portal!" 

He found his fondest possession; a trinket to 
a real wizard, but a most cherishable item to the 
young magician. He carried the clear, crystalline 


globe to a round table and set it in a convex de- 
pression in the table's center. He sat in the 
chair, not heeding the slight protest of the dove 
perched there, and gazed into the glass ball. 


"You may see the soothsayer here if you dare! 
I warn you, I seldom catch him at any tasks plea- 
sant to behold." The magician waved his hands over 
the globe and a terrible sight took form in the 
swirling mists within. 

Lasat was laying hot iron against the breast 
of a bound slave girl. No sound emitted from the 
ball, but the girl's horrid screaming was obvious. 
Though the old profit did not look particularly 
evil, the scope of his deed was incredibly so. 

"Mother of Creation! Why would my uncle have 
me seek this devil profit in my search for the se- 
crets of life?" 

"Secrets of life?" parroted the magician as 
the picture in the ball faded. "I've heard tell of 
a certain jewel, an emerald-like stone -- but hea- 
vier than any emerald -- belonging to the Ladamir 
family, which holds the power to bestow eternal 
youth. It is doubtful that any truth lies in that 
myth, for none in that family has survived beyond 
twenty years of rule." 

"An emerald," Artonal whispered to himself, 
his eyes seeing distantly, his ears hearing little 
else of what the magician had to say. 

"The Czar has an unhealthy fondness for jewel- 
ry and such. It is known that he has a massive 
collection within his oppressive fortress, paid for 
with the taxes that devour the starving generations 
under the Czars' rule. Somewhere among the chests 
of rare stones and metals may lurk the very secrets 
you require." 

"Tonight the archers of Vin -- who I myself 
have coached and brooded over this past week -- 
raid Ladamir's fortress," said Artonal. "Mayhap I 
shall become lost amidst those walls." 


CHAPTER THREE 


In which the evil profit barters like 
a sly merchant for his own ltfe. 


ATTACK ON THE FORTRESS 


“Where is that dull-wit Lasat!" cried Ladamir. 
"Upon my very heels," promised the herald, 
bowing as he left the Czar fuming on his throne. 
Lasat entered and fell upon his knees. "I 
beg forgiveness for my tardiness, worthy Czar." 
‘"Upon your feet old hypocrite. You have no 
respect for me, so why bow so low? But if you va- 
lue your head at all you'll have better respect for 
your duties: I am at wits end, or I assure you I 
would never confer with so useless a court seer. 
What have your dreams told you of the rumors I hear 
of an avenging archer who lurks outside my fortress 
walls?" 
"Might be but wishful peasant gossip," Lasat 
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inferred. "Still, though my nights have been 
dreamless, my waking ear has heard a recurring tale 
of a Vinite bowman who dares match his shaft with 
the rays of the sun." 

"Has this a familiar ring?" 

"Aye, noble Czar. It could be the shaft of 
light in my vision of a week or so gone." 

"It seems unlikely that Vin could produce a 
notable archer. And this tale of the sun for tar- 
get stinks of children's fairy tales. Still, even 
if it be a fable, it is riling the peasants to 
arms." 

"Times grow harder each generation, great and 
worthy Czar. Our nation nears bankruptcy while 


Vin flourishes." 

"Agi" Ladamir grunted, tossing his head back, 
nearly upsetting his royal turban. Set in the 
coils of the turban was a large green precious 
stone, peeking out from the folds. Ladamir toyed 
with the pigeon-blood ruby that adorned his bare 
naval. His silken shirt did not fully cover his 
protruding belly. 

Complained Ladamir, "They use mere civilians 
as soldiers: Poorly trained, inadequately armed, 
disorganized. We kill or wound ten of them for 
every one we loose. There seems to be an unending 
supply of Vinites marching merrily into death!" 

"And when the centuries of war end," said 
Lasat, "we shall have lost. You have taxed the 
peasants even as they waste into skeletons to pay 
for your professional army. And the peasants are 
coming to learn that the war with the Vinites rests 
upon a single life!" | 

"Is this prophesy? Is this a threat? Do you 
dare speak to me thus? ‘Twas not I started this 


war. It has gone on so long that not even the old- 
est, most tattered chronicle recounts when the 
first stone was cast, nor where, nor by whom. May- 


hap the peasants revolt because they know I allow 
you to fulfill your sadistic pleasures upon their 
finest daughters. Mayhap your head would appease 
their unrest!" 

"I scare not easily," said Lasat, dropping all 


pretense of respect not because he grew angry, but 


because he grew tired of the game, and he had lied. 


when he said he had spent dreamless nights. Un- 
known to the Czar, Lasat was playing the Profit's 
Hand, a deadlier game than ordinary court intri- 
gue. Feigning anger as perfectly as he had res- 
pect, Lasat spat before the throne. 

"Your death is at hand, false seer!" Ladamir 
stood up in rage, his flesh set to quivering like 
jelly by the effort. 

"In that you may be right," agreed Lasat. 
"But I've told you many times I shall not die by 
your hand. You nor I shall live through this night 
if Fate has her way. This is my last prophesy for 
you, oh pompous Czar: If either of us lives to see 


the new sun, it shall be I, and I shall out live 
you by a breath even if not more." 


Ladamir sputtered and dribbled saliva on hin- 


self, unable to organize the words that befuddled 
his mind. Finally he clapped his hands twice, the 
rings gleaming on his fingers, and screeched in 


near hysteria, "Guards! Guards!" 


Two armed soldiers appeared, their weapons in 
hand, their eyes searching for some invader who 
could have sent the Czar into such frenzy. 

"Haul this old warlock away at once: Take him 
to the deepest dungeons, then find the headsman to 
execute him this very hour!" : 

Falling back into his throne, Ladamir added 
more calmly, "We'll see who out-lives who." 

As they carried old Lasat away, Ladamir felt 
every ounce of his own weight mashing him into his 
throne. He said to himself none too convincingly, 
"His blood will quench the thirst of the uprising 


peasants." 


Night. 

All along the top of the fortress walls lay 
the corpses of Ladamir's archers. Arms dangled 
limply between the merlons, some still swinging. 
Artonal could scarcely believe it. He had learned 
these third rate bowmen well in the short time 
since his commission. €ach had swiftly and accu- 
rately silenced their allotted target before the 
guards and look-outs even suspected that the enemy 
lurked in the shadows and bushes. The fortress was 
not yet alarmed. 

Up the walls 
and silent figures, 


the ropes and grapplings went, 
unseen against the darkness 
wall, scaled after like huge sinister spiders. 
Their plan was conceived in simplicity. The Vin- 
ites, bravened by their new acquired bowskill -- 
which still was not all that grand, but decidedly 
better than Ladamir's professionals would expect 
-- and armed with improved bows and arrows cons- 
tructed under Artonal's direction, had plotted to 
slink within the fortress walls by night, slaying 
all as they slept. 

Before all the Vinites were atop the wall, Ar- 
tonal had already vanished upon his own secret 
mission. He saw no reward in aiding Vinite but- 
chers in their massacre which, if were won, would 
be written into history as a bravely fought battle 
and, if lost, would be duly recorded as the blood 
bath it was to be. Artonal was now in search of a 
treasure room, which’ he knew were habitually kept 
in the highest spires so as to be visible to guards 
in all directions. 

Had Artonal not vanished with such haste, he 
might have found the time to stop what took place 
on the path he had taken. A not quite dead victim 


of the initial onslaught staggered into the shadows 
and out of sight of the invaders. A long shaft 
protruded from his neck, blood flowed like wine 
down his back. He grabbed the tassle of a warning 
bell and fell dead, the tassle still tight in his 
grip. 

Deep below the fortress, in the tunnels that 
led to the dungeons, the profit Lasat took advan- 
tage of his guards' surprise. At the sound of the 
warning bell, one guard took off to the aid and 
protection of the fortress. The one remaining to 
escort Lasat to acell stood wondering at the na- 
ture of the emergency. 

Lasat grabbed the lit torch from its place on 
the tunnel wall and in a single liquid motion, sur- 
prising for one so old, smote the remaining guard 
square across the temple. The burning tar of the 
torch splattered the man's face and he went down 
screaming and beating at the flames on his head and 
in his eyes. 

Tonight, Lasat thought as he hurried up from 
the dungeon levels, might well be his last night 
outside of hell. He knew where the cursed one of 
his vision, the avenging Archer of the peasants 
visions, would be headed; to the treasure room in 
search of a magical gem. It was the only thing a 
lad suffering from premature old age would seek, 
and Lasat intended to have it first, to buy his own 


life! , 





Artonal knew not the way and took many a wrong 
turn. His small frame vanished into a narrow sha- 
dow as armed men ran in unison between the grim 
walls of the corridors. Outside, the sounds of 
battle grew steadily dimmer as Artonal made his way 
higher and higher within the fortress complex. 

At one point he was, spotted by a guard. 
"Child!" called the guard to the figure which had 
sunk into a shadow an instant too late to escape 
detection. "Child, you are in grave peril! You 
must hide!" 

Artonal stepped from the shadow and the guard 
saw that the "child" was no child at all but a 
little bearded man. An instant after this realiza- 
tion, an arrow hurtled through his throat and out 
the back of his neck. 

At last he found his way to the highest spire 
and it's uppermost floor. He had expected to have 
to kill a guard and force the door. But the guard 
lay already dead from a knife wound to the chest 
and the door stood ajar. 

"Come in, cursed one," called a grandfatherly 
voice. 

Cautiously, he swung the door wide. Upon a 
golden hinged chest sat the white bearded soothsa- 
yer in his immaculate linen robe, his grey eyes 
unblinking, his face pale with a fear that showed 


itself in no other way. So white and faded looked 
the old man amid the colors of bright jewels that 
Artonal might have taken him for the treasure's 
guardian spectre had he not recognized the profit 
as the man in the crystal globe. 

Besides the chest of large proportion, there 
were many, many sacks all stuffed huge and lumpy 
with the gems which brought the Czar such intimate 
joy. Many of the bags had been purposely knifed 
open and spilt across the floor so Artonal might 
see the sparkling contents strewn throughout the 
chamber. 

"As you see, cursed one, there are many bright 
and beautiful gems. I've spilt a few just for your 
eyes and ..."" As conclusion to that sentence, La- 
sat threw open the top of the chest which he now 
stood beside and raised a hand full of the con- 
tents, dropping them back into the chest one by 
one, reciting their names. "Rubies red, diamonds 
white, amethysts violet, sapphires blue, garnets 
black, and Aye! emeralds green." He did not drop 
the emerald back into the chest, but held it out 
as an example and asked, "Which do you seek?" 

Artonal, though descended of kings, could 
scarcely imagine the worth of this room in which 
Czar Ladamir spent ecstatic lonely hours. These 
rare stones which were the blood of generations of 
overtaxed, undernourished peasants could be his 
plunder, if he dared the risks. But no greed kind- 
led his soul. There was no desire for wealth, of 
which he could have had enough had he decided to 
live out his short life in his father's castle in 
Rymshure. 

What use was wealth where there was no life? 
Only one stone interested him. Which? He could 
not tell. 

"I know which it is you seek," spoke Lasat, as 
if he could see into minds. "A heavy green stone, 
duller but smoother than a true emerald. It was 


28 


mined from the summit of fabled Mishera-Mashura; 
a mountain whose location is since forgotten, upon 
which all time stands still. It has been written, 
though no one has_ seen proof or reasoning for it 
being recorded thus, that this stone is possessed 
with the strength to beset upon its owner the gift 
of eternal life. Mayhap, if not for treachery and 
assassination and betrayal within their own courts, 
the Ladamir clan might never have dwindled to one 
fruitless survivor. Or mayhap the _ stone has no 
power at all." 

So possessed was Artonal in his search for 
extended life, he was willing to grasp at any shard 
of hope. He had many times told himself that there 
is at least an iota of fact in every legend, so he 
had to have that stone. Unique as it was, he 
would surely recognize it if he felt the weight 
and texture of every green gem here. But, Lyra! 
That would take many sleepless days and nights. 


Artonal finally spoke. "And what do you ask 
in exchange for pointing out the correct jewel?" 

Lasat clasped his hands and worried them as if 
he were softening clay. He explained, "I stand now 
at a crossroad in my life. I have seen the end of 
each road, but I do not know which way to turn to 
reach the better end. On the one road, I see my- 
self ruler of this nation when the Czar, last of 
his blood line, dies this night. On the other 
road, I, too, lay dead with a strange foreign arrow 
in my eye. An arrow such as_ those in that quiver 
upon your back!" 

"I have no desire to plant my shaft in your 
eye. I simply desire the green stone. Point it 
out and I go in peace." 

"You shall swear not to take my life if I tell 
you?" he asked in a voice suddenly small and plead- 
ing. 

"Your death might be to the betterment of The 
World. But it is not my place to judge, and I have 
no personal quarrel with you. And being a devout 
follower of Lyra, whose very nature is to forgive, 
I would not hastily kill even my greatest enemy." 

Lasat nodded with relief. "I know you are a 
fair and honest lad," he said, thinking that the 
obese Czar would soon be dead, leaving his country 
to be ravaged by Lasat even as the Ladamirs had 
ravaged it. It was the most certain part of 


‘Lasat's vision that Czar Ladamir would die once he 


came face to face with the Avenging Archer whom 
even the peasants knew would one day come. 

"The stone is not in this room. It is set in- 
to the Czar's royal tiara, his turban. Go to him. 
He awaits you in his chamber. There is a secret 
hiding place above his bed, just the size for a fat 
cowardly ruler to curl up in and hide." 

With. the directions to the Czar's chamber, 
Artonal turned swiftly and left, hearing Lasat's 
soft mocking laughter fade behind him. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 


In which Artonal the Cursed One unwittingly 
fulfills the prophesies of Lasat. 


THE SERPENT FROM LASAT'S PARABLE 


Artonal perched on the velvet padded back- 
board of the huge royal bed with his ear pressed to 
the wall. It was hard to be certain with the rac- 
ket of combat going on down the stairs, but he 
thought he heard breathing within the wall. 

There seemed to be a normal amount of mortar 
between each brick, but Artonal was not unaware of 
how cleverly a cupboard can be hidden into a wall. 
A fool's proverb stated, "If you hit a hollow log 


it will make a hollow sound." He thudded against 
the brick; definitely hollow. When he listened 
again for the vague breathing, he could no longer 


hear it, but that the occupant was there he was 
certain. 

Near the ceiling Artonal spied a small air 
hole. Possibly a trip button could be found in 


there. He reached high and probed his finger in as 
far as it would go but felt nothing. 

In all likelihood, so long as the cupboard 
were occupied, it could be opened only from the in- 
side. Artonal, though, just happened to have a ve- 
ritable extension to his finger he felt sure could 
reach into that little hole and find the latch be- 
hind the wall. 

He untied his sash, the gift of his great- 
great-great uncle, and threaded it through the 
hole. It looked to be nothing more than a frayed 
rope, but Artonal had learned since venturing from 
his homeland that the sash served many a magical 
purpose, not the least of which was its ability to 
reach under the cracks of doors and open them from 
the inside. 

Though Artonal had yet to personally witness 
the sash move of it's own accord, his vivid imagi- 
nation pictured the length of rope feeling its way 
down the wall in a life-like fashion. He imagined 
it wrapping itself around a bolt and lifting up. 

The secret compartment spung open. Inside sat 
a quaking mound of flesh which was a frightened 
Czar curled up into an uncomfortable ball. 

"Mercy!" cried Ladamir. 

Artonal reached in and ripped the rare stone 
out of the windings of the Czar's turban. The Czar 
immediately began striping himself of earrings, 
necklaces, bells, bracelets and assorted valuable 
trinkets. z 

He held the double hand full out, pleading in 
a whining voice, "You're welcome to everything: 
Take them! Only spare my fingers, I cannot remove 
the rings:" 

But the source of his fear merely jumped from 
the backboard onto the bed and then to the floor. 
Artonal stood quietly, staring into the depths of 
the green waters of the strange jewel, hypnotized 
either by its sorcery or his own dreams of eternal 
life. 





Ladamir saw clearly now that his foe was but 





a tiny man. He felt the fool for his fear and a 
mockery for his unlordly manner. Why, thought he, 
I must outweigh this little thief by half a dozen 


times! He crawled out from his cubby and approach- 
ed the little man who still stood paralyzed by his 
stolen treasure. He wrapped his obese fingers 


around Artonal's neck. 


Artonal awoke from reverie too late. The Czar 
had little strength but much weight. He raised Ar- 
tonal into the air and held him at arm's length. 
All that his victim could do was grasp the Czar's 
fat arms to keep from hanging by his neck and ha- 
ving it break. 

It took all Ladamir's 
lapse Artonal's wind 


strength simply to col- 
pipe. But that was suffi- 
cient, if slow. Soon Artonal was purple faced, 
slowly suffocating, but still dared not fight or 
struggle for fear his neck would snap. 

Suddenly Artonal's eyes bulged with surprise 
and this should have warned the Czar, but he 
thought it was from the strangled hold. Over the 
Czar's shoulder slithered the frayed end of a rope; 
the wizard's sash. Like a living serpent, it 
coiled around the Czar's thick neck and, under its 
own volition, tied itself into a knot. 

Artonal fell to the floor gasping air. He 
looked up to see fat Ladamir struggling to pull the 
tightened rope loose. Now it was his turn to 
strangle! He tossed about the room, knocking over 
furniture and sending rare ya¢es shattering to the 
floor. Finally he fell and lay a while kicking and 
jerking until he froze, his eyes distended, his 
blackened tongue lagging out. 

With the final member of the long line of La- 
damir's dead, the magic gem would cease to be. For 
it was not the gem that gave life to its owners, 
but the owners who had given substance to the gem. 

Like sand through an hour glass, the stone 
turned to glitter dust and sifted through Artonal's 
fingers, vanishing before it could sprinkle the 
floor. Dismayed, he untied the sash from around 
the Czar's throat and replaced it around his own 
belly. 


* 


Artonal met the captain headlong on the stairs 
with Vinite soldiers behind him. "And where have 
you been, little bowman?" he snapped. His uniform 
was shredded and bloody, a nasty looking saber 
wound crossed his cheek. 

"T have slain the Czar." 

A short cheer erupted from the soldiers at the 
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captain's back, but they were too battle weary to 
sustain their glee. 

Said the captain, "And we have succeeded in 
our battle against the professional soldiers who 
guard this fortress. I think an ancient and bloody 
war may end this day!" 

Then the captain's happy expression grew sud- 
denly sombre. He was no fool and knew perfectly 
that the economy of his homeland balanced preca- 
riously on war's peak. 

"Fear not," said Artonal, reading the cap- 
tain's face. "Two governments, not one, will crum- 
ble after today. But neither land were so grand 
that they deserved to endure longer. From these 
two fallen barbarous nations on the outskirts of 
the knowmm world will rise a single country which 
even the nations of the Civilized Plain will recog- 
nize and respect." 

The captain's smile returned and he beamed, 
"Not only have we a great longbowman, but a profit 
in our midst." 

And as for prcefits, Artonal wondered what be- 
came of the old soothsayer. As he made his way to- 
ward the huge fortress door, opened by Vinites, he 
had his answer. 

Lasat had become overly sure that he would 
live when Artonal gave an oath not to be the one 
who killed him. He had braved himself to come 
watch the battle and now he lay in the court yard 
with a strange, foreign arrow in his eye. An arrow 
not unlike Artonal's, for he had taught the Vinites 
to fashion such shafts. Lasat could not escape his 
own prophesy. 

There were still a few small battles raging in 
the conquered fortress. Artonal moved swiftly, un- 
seen, through the archway, into the woods beyond 
the walls. The Vinites would not search for him as 
a deserter, he reasoned. Many men would fail to 
return home for burial after this raid, and Artonal 
would be counted among those lost in action. 

Soon he would be upon the familiar back of his 
grathorse. North and west lay the Endless Bottom- 
less Ocean, so Artonal had no choice but to head in 
an easterly direction, to learn what lay beyond the 
Frigid Desert. 
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P. S. 


In an attempt to weed out the piles of really 
lousy manuscripts I've seen and culture the few 
good stories I've had the good fortune to purchase 
for publication, I'd like to close with a few notes 
to authors. It should interest all readers as 
well, for knowing what I expect from contributors 
will offer insights in what to expect from F&T as 
it grows. 

Take heed, all ye authors, and ye shall in- 
crease thy chances of sales: Although Lovecraft 
himself urged authors to use his basic mythos, this 


is one editor who tends to get irked with the unend- 


ing flow of plagiarisms that continue long after 
the creator's death. Except for the very fact that 
Lovecraft did like others to use his ideas, I doubt 


that the horribly widespread practice could have 
grown to such proportions. There are, of course, 
much better themes to swipe. Why doesn't everyone 
and his dog write about the reluctant adventures of 
Bilbo Baggins? Why am I not deluged with stories 
that take place in Earthsea? The answer is ob- 
vious. It's wrong to use other people's ideas and 
only suggests a lack of originality and creative 
talent. Any potential author who cannot come up 
with his or her own themes will never be more than 
a potential author. , 

Let us move on along to sword and_ sorcery? 
it's great fun to write and easy for an author to 
get involved with. Unfortunately, even if well 
written, one s&s tale tends to read pretty much 
like the next. If an author can do something ori- 
ginal with sword and sorcery, I'd be glad to see 
it. But when so many authors cannot avoid coloring 
their manuscripts in shades of Robert E. Howard, 
they really ought to rechannel their efforts into 
less restricting sub-genres of fantasy. 

This editorial does not presuppose an impossi- 
bility of my publishing "commercial" fiction, for 
there is evidence that a lot of people like to read 
rehashed themes. But such a piece will have to 
contain a goodly amount of merit of its own, and 
I do think if fair that I warn writers that I'll be 
very, very hard to impress by further hackery. 

Moving on into equally argumentative ground; 
the most popular scene among the utterly amateur 
authors (according to my post office box) and also 
the most poorly done are the sex scene and semi- 
sex scene. Before writing in such allusions, an 
author should be absolutely certain the pertinence 
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of that scene is so great that no other conceivable 
scene would have brought the same story to the same 
conclusion. When such a scene is definitely neces- 
sary, don't get too graphic. I could get in trou- 
ble if I were to start mailing unrequested porno to 
subscribers. 





an outlandish number 


suffers 
of over worked cliches: vengeful ghosts and moulde- 


Horror fiction 
ring corpses back from the dead; vampires, were- 
wolves, maniac monsters and the like; magic mirrors 
or cursed statues purchased from hunch-backed an- 
tique dealers; oija boards that tell it like it is, 
or was, or will be; discovery of a real magic reci- 
pe book in the recesses of some dust laden used 
book store; the infamous men in black who come 
knocking at your door on dark and stormy nights. 
Only rarely does an author find anything new to 
offer by harping on hack, formula plots. Again, 
I'll gladly publish an honestly good story that 
does manage to find something new in an old theme, 
but I really do believe an author should be more 
imaginative and ingenious than to reuse such com- 
monplace ideas. 

Since published fantasy fiction by and large 
has in recent years been written by pros who would 
rather keep old "traditions" alive rather than 
strive for new traditions, it's not overly  surpri- 
sing that unknowns should attempt to do the same by 
imitating pulp era masters. There is certainly 
nothing wrong with pulp era fiction, especially if 
it comes out of the pulp era. But literature has 
evolved quite a bit since those days, and I'd hate 
to see fantasy lag behind. Use the fondly remem- 
bered authors of the past as your mentors, but 
don't use their stories as prototypes. 

And that's about it for this issue. 


---- Amos 
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